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And stops her noise at beds of Violets.
Is stormy life prefer'd to the serene?
Or is the publick to the private scene?
Retir'd, we tread a smooth, and open way:
Through briars, and brambles in the world we stray; 250
Stiff opposition, and perplext debate.
And thorny care, and rank and stinging hate.
Which choak our passage, our career controul,
And wound the firmest temper of our soul.
O sacred solitude! divine retreat!                           255
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great!
By thy pure stream, or by thy waving shade,
We court fair Wisdom, that celestial Maid:
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace
(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace.            260
There, from the ways of men laysd safe ashore,
We smile to hear the distant tempest roar;
There, blest with health, with business unperplext,
This life we relish, and ensure the next;
There too the Muses sport; these numbers free,         265
Pierian Eastburyl15 I owe to thee.
There sport the Muses; but not there alone:
Their sacred force Amelia feels in town.
Nought but a genius can a genius fit;
A wit herself, Amelia weds a wit:                               270
Both wits, though miracles are said to cease,
Three days, three wond'rous days! they liv'd in peace;
With the fourth sun a warm dispute arose,
On Durfy's16 poesy, and Bunnyan's17 prose.
The learned war, both wage with equal force,          2 75
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce,
Phoebe, tho5 she possesses nothing less,